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mother are coming to dinner. Did you know she was witn
me ? "
" Mother ?    She abhors politics."
" All she said was : 4 I wish dear Michael would brush his
hair back before speaking. I like to see his forehead.'
And when MacGown sat down, she said : ' My dear, the
back of that man's head is perfectly straight. D'you
think he's a Prussian ? And he's got thick lobes to his
ears. I shouldn't like to be married to him ! ' She had her
opera-glasses."
Sir Lawrence and Lady Mont were already in the * par-
lour ' when they went down, standing opposite each other
like two storks, if not precisely on one leg, still very dis-
tinguished. Pushing Michael's hair up, Lady Mont pecked
his forehead, and her dove-like eyes gazed at the top of
his head from under their arched brows. She was alto-
gether a little Norman in her curves; she even arched her
words. She was considered " a deah ; but not too fright-
fully all there."
" How did you manage to stick it, Mother ? "
" My dear boy, I was thrilled ; except for that person
in jute. I thought the shape of his head insufferable.
Where did you get all that knowledge ? It was so sen-
sible."
Michael grinned.    " How did it strike you, sir ? "
Sir Lawrence grimaced.
" You played the enfant terrible, my dear. Half the party
won't like it because they've never thought of it; and the
other half won't like it because they have.*9
" What !    Foggartists at heart ? "
" Of course ; but in Office. You mustn't support your
real convictions in Office—it's not done."
" This nice room," murmured Lady Mont. " When I
was last here it was Chinese. And where's the monkey ? "

